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Author's Notes: 

| said I'd work on my sequel to DethFashion, and finally write Samoth fawning over Ihsahn's butt but this has 
been laying around in my notebook for a while. Originally | wasn't going to post this for its short length 
but.ah.why not? Enjoy the angst guys. 


Ice frosted over plexiglass windows. 
Øystein was saying something but Varg didnt really pay attention.. 


He gave more thought to Øysteins fingers, short and elegant, flexing over sheets of lined paper before they 
reached out and pushed oily, black hair behind his ear. 


Then he finally noticed: 


"Yes, Varg?" Øystein asked with all the sad-faced arrogance that embodied him. 


Over the top of his head there was a halo of gold that he forgot to dye in 
"Are you tired?" Varg asked, looking up at his murky, blue eyes before down at his neatly curved handwriting 
"No, l'm fine. 

And that was probably bullshit, but okay. 


They were past two years of Dead's suicide and it was high time Øystein finally admitted to himself and 


everyone around him that it was eating him from the inside out but. 
No. 


Of course he wouldn't. Because he was a coward a filthy fucking coward who used people for his own benefit 


and... 
Varg was getting annoyed again, and that's no good. 


Snowflakes fell in slow patterns outside; the park across the street was covered pure white snow as Varg's 
eyes trailed up to the poster of Stalin above his heads. 


They fell back down on Øystein, who was fingering his moustache -it was a contradictory shade of golden 


blonde- around his index like he was contemplating his next actions.. 


And he was still handome doing it! But dear gods..He wasn't nearly the beacon of youth, of wickedness or 
inspiration he had been a mere two years prior. 


He sat now, looking worn out and tired at a delicate twenty five. 
Øystein bit down on his thumb nail and finally made his choice. 


"C'mere Varg" Øystein said, gesturing him closer with his finger, watching attentively as Varg got up from his 
seat and walked over. 


He wasn't sure whether it was Bystein who fell into his trap or he, Øysteins but fate made up her mind 


sooner than the incompetent guitarist ever could have. 
Tracing fingers over too-wide cheeks, Øystein smelled of kebabs, aftershave and something cinnamon-y. 


Varg pressed the sentiment into Øystein ever so softly; pliant against small lips that tremble and come apart 
under anything even resembling a kind touch, even if it is fake. 


This feeling is realer than the choked up sensation Varg gets in his throat, its realer than butterflies in his 


stomach because those will burn down anyway when push comes to shove. 
"I will fucking kil! you" 
And that's all there really is to it, purer than the sheets of snow outside. 


end 


